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he had lived a long time in England. He used to be a waiter. That
was long before the First German World War. He had been a
waiter in a famous London hotel.
I walked into the bar and, owing to its small size, it seemed pretty
crowded. The customers were German soldiers. There was com-
plete silence. The proverbial pin would have been ashamed to drop.
The noise my entrance made was acknowledged with angry frowns.
Then/when 1 sat down, the silence returned, The Germans craned
their necks and drunk in the words of the pub-keeper. He was
telling them of Mr. Churchill, whom he had served many times in
the grill room of the hotel, he worked in. How he ordered his meals,
what he ate, what he drank, what he said and when exactly he lit his
.cigar. I have heard such eager silence in church, but seldom in lay
life. I left before, so to speak, the debate opened. The utter silence
remained with me. Very interesting the whole scene was.
As August turned into September German tempers got frayed.
They began to repent of their good behaviour towards the French.
My lieutenant-colonel, who was now moving to Poland, confided
in me the last time I saw him that the French were getting fresh.
Stories of German soldiers being shot were all over the town.
How many of those stories were true I couldn't tell, but one night
at Joe's a German soldier who was ready to go lingered on
conspicuously. He put on his coat, put on his cap, and then stood
irresolute at the door, and finally asked Joe to accompany him to
his car, which was outside on the square.
"I don't like going about in the dark here," he said. "Several of
my comrades have been shot here in Paris." The man had undeniably
a sense of Gerechtigkeit, for he added, "I can't blame them. We did
the same during the occupation of the Rhineland."
Of deserters rumour spoke too. One deserter came my way.
A sergeant of the Lujtwoffe, accompanied by two other ranks, came
into a pub where I happened to be, and there they decided that
each of them should have his own special, separate fun and tkey
would meet in the same pub the second day. The men, were rather
pathetic when they spent the second day in the pub waiting for the
sergeant. He never turned up. They left in the evening, but next
day were back and asked whether the sergeant had been seen. They
were worried and thought he met with an accident.
"Don't be foolish/' I said. "He deserted because he didn't want
to be shot down by die Spitfires." The soldiers said that it just
showed that I was a damned Frenchman because any German knew
that a German didn't desert. Nevertheless, they were somewhat